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above each company one of the strange, barb.iric boats swayed
in the smoke and yellow light. The companies lulled evciy few
yards and the leaders faced them, c rymg out: kl Husein !" A
deep, agonised wail immediately rose from hunch oils of voices.
"Hasan!" Another wail. Then, in a rhythmic Arabic
chant, the whole company would shout:

" Welcome, O Husein,

When you enter Karbala,"

At the beat of each woid the men lifted their arms in
unison and brought them smack against their naked chests.
Some chests were bleeding, a revolting sight; others were
swollen with weals which would soon become wounds; and
as they beat themselves, their eyes garni fixedly ahead from
faces pale and tenible in the Um blight, like the faces of
martyrs on their way to the stake.

Their soldierly beaiing, the perfect ihythm of their arms,
the timed responses, their miplic it obedient e to their leaders,
were a contrast to the disorder of the. clipping banners and
swaying boats. These breast-beaters were like men trans-
figured in some sorrowful dream, and in their fanatical eyes
was something of the anguish of Husein, pinched and wounded
on the plain of Karbala.

As I looked at these hundreds of faces, men old and young,
men with hairy chests of bulls, men smooth and slender, rnen
with beards, and others with the clean-shaven faces of boys, I
wondered why human beings behave like this lor the good of
their souls, and from what dark jungle of antiquity had such
spectacles their beginning.

Surely this beating of the body, and the cutting with knives,
was the sight that Elisha saw on Garmel, when the priests of
Baal " cried aloud, and cut themselves after their manner
with knives and lancets, till the blood gushed out upon them."
A writer of one of the books of the Old Testament might have
called this strange, savage sorrow for the death of Ilusein one
of the last sins of Babylon. As I looked at the faces and
wounded bodies, and the sailing tabernacles of light, I felt
that I was watching something which had happened long ago
in this country, when the altars of Baal and Ashtoreth were
smoking on the ziggurats.